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most probably—especially if he was on his way to the
races at Musselburgh — with some "sweet singer of
Israel" flaming, with all her feathers, beside him. On
such occasions, by the bye, Johnny sometimes had a
French horn with him, and he played on it with good
skill, and with an energy by no means prudent in the
state of Ms lungs.
The Sheriff told with peculiar unction the following
anecdote of this spark. The first time he went over to
pick up curiosities at Paris, it happened that he met, in
the course of his traffickings, a certain brother bookseller
of Edinburgh, as unlike him as on$ man could well be to
another—a grave, dry Presbyterian, rigid in. all his
notions as the buckle of his wig. This precise worthy
having ascertained John's address, went to call on him,
a day or two afterwards, with the news of some richly
illuminated missal, which he might possibly be glad to
make prize of. On asking for his friend, a smiling
laquais de place informed him that Monsieur had gone
out, but that Madame was at home. Not doubting that
Mrs. Ballantyne had accompanied her husband on his
trip, he desired to pay his respects to Madame, and was
ushered in accordingly. "But oh, Mr. Scott!" said,
or rather groaned, the austere elder, on his return from
this modern Babylon, "oh, Mr. Scott, there was nae
Mrs. John yonder, but a painted Jezebel sittin' up in
her bed, wi' a wheen impudent French limmers like her-
sel', and twa or three whiskered blackguards, takin' their
collation o' knickknacks and champagne wine! I ran out
o' the house as if I had been shot. What judgment will
this wicked warld come to! The Lord pity us! " Scott
was a severe enough censor in the general of such levi-
ties, but somehow, in the case of Eigdumfunnidos, he
seemed to regard them with much the same toleration
as the naughty tricks of a monkey in the "Jardin des
Plantes."
Why did Scott persist in mixing up all his most im-

